The Sunny Hours
He felt disturbed and uneasy. The balm had
gone out of the morning sunlight. His anger com-
pelled him to order the silent Mitsou to return
immediately to the house. Straining heavily at
the leash, the Alsatian growled savagely as the lad,
furtive and sulky of eye., disappeared amongst the
pines.
#                #                *
LATE next evening Caldecott found himself lying
idly in a rattan chair on the verandah. The
solicitor, a tiresomely forensic Levantine, had
returned to Athens during the afternoon. Peace
dwelt again upon the island: the night was clear
with moonlight. A chain of flocculent white clouds
drifted slowly across the horizon with orderly
progress. Caldecott clearly sensed the beauty of
the scene and was responsive to its mingled melan-
choly. It reminded him of his boyhood in Ireland,
and of the first occasion he had heard the London-
derry Air, when his body had grown unrestful at
the lovely sadness of the tune. For a long time he
gazed upon the moonlit sea. The subdued murmur
of the waves breaking in the cove below soothed
him into a pleasant drowsiness. Suddenly the
Alsatiaft at his side began to bark truculently, its
sensitive ears taut and expectant for sound, its
keen eyes glistening. It ran excitedly to the end
of the verandah. Caldecott followed. He could
see a figure moving beyond the battlements where
the cypresses were framed austerely in the night.
He clasped a handtorch and decided to investigate,
allowing the dog to lead him forward. Soon he